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of their line were still within gunshot," 1 Presently the Victory,
now in the thick of the fight again, passed that triumphant group
on the San Josef s quarter-deck, saluting with three cheers, The cool
daring of the thing tickled the imagination of the Fleet: " Nelson's
patent bridge for boarding first-rates" was for long the admiring
joke of the lower-deck. In the English mode, it rivalled Bona-
parte's feat at the Bridge of Arcola.

Four battleships, two of them first-rates, remained in the victors'
hands. The Spanish fleet, still superior in numbers, withdrew under
cover of night to Cadiz, bearing wounds that freed Britain from
serious danger in that quarter for many months. Imperial Spain
had been proved the insubstantial wraith the Navy had always be-
lieved it to be: the dreaded junction between the French and
Spanish fleets a dream. The nation when it heard the news felt a
quickening of its pulse: it was reminded what British courage
and resolution could do. The Government, saved at the eleventh
hour, showered rewards on the principal commanders: Jervis
became Earl St. Vincent with a parliamentary pension of ^3000
a year, the Vice- and Rear-Admirals were made Baronets, and
another subordinate Admiral soon afterwards became an Irish peer.
But the real hero of the day was the till then unknown Com-
modore who was created a Knight of the Bath: his sudden exploit
caught England's imagination. Fretful in inaction and querulous
under neglect, Nelson was happier than he had ever been, " rich
in the praises of every man from the highest to die lowest in the
fleet."2 For all men knew him now for what he was. That know-
ledge was the measure of his opportunity. The years of testing
and obscurity were over, the sunrise gates of fulfilment opening
^before him,

1 Collingwood, 39.

2 Nicolas, 11,359-